Sixty years have elapsed since the Year of Our Lord One Thousand Nine Hundred Forty-four. I will not bother you with the intervening details of my life. But I may mention a few thoughts that come to me as a listener-in. Hearing the kind voice of friends touches me deeply.' First, a word about what the Louisiana Bar Foundation means to me, as your latest distinguished professor.
I recall Eldon Fallon's invitation to become the first Scholar-inResidence of the Bar Foundation. This was fifteen years ago. Judge Jimmy Gulotta and Marcel Garsaud were present. They can avouch my answer. They heard me ask Mr. Fallon in turn, "Must I move in with you?" "Oh, no, 'Scholar-in-Residence' is a metaphor," Judge Fallon whispered in my ear. Thereafter for two happy years, I was able to live my life metaphorically.
I will never forget the L.B.F.'s Conclave Report. 3 Worthy figures from Chief Justice Calogero and LeDoux Provosty--God bless him-on down to my lowly level met at the Hotel Bentley in Alexandria for two days of table talk on legal education and professional development. It fell to me to render the report. All I had was a transcript of the dialogue, some of it quite loose. As you may know, it is quite alarming to read one's own extemporaneous discourse in print. But with a little nursing of the transcript-I say "nursing," not "doctoring"-and with the help of Selden's Guenevere, Harry Hardin-indeed The Good Lord himself in whose bosom Chief Justice White rests eternally-have heard quite enough of the play already. I must move on.
II.
Another thought that occurs to me on the being knighted by the Louisiana Bar Foundation is the split personality that I bring to your Table. What I mean is the contrast between the professor's universe and the practitioner's arena.' It is the fact that the practicing Bar sometimes thinks of professors as "Cloud-Heads." 9 I quote one of the Conclave Report's topical rubrics. 8. I have in mind the words of Theodore Roosevelt, as they appear on a keepsake plaque given to me by Section 3A, Spring Term 1996:
The Man in The Arena It is not the critic who counts, nor the man who points out how the strong man stumbled or where the doer of deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena; whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly, who errs and comes up short again and again; who knows the great enthusiasms, the great devotions, and spends himself in a worthy cause; who at best knows in the end the triumphs of high achievement; and who at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring greatly; so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls who know neither defeat nor victory! 9. "CLOUD-HEADS" is listed in The Table of Rubrics in the Conclave Report, where the reader is referred to page 168 of the Table Talk. Turning to the page, one finds Professor Catherine Hancock of Tulane Law School holding forth at the Hotel Bentley, thus: "I meet a lot of lawyers and judges who think that law teachers have their heads in the clouds and don't even care about the bar." Table  Talk , supra note 4, at 168. Professor Hancock, to her credit, quickly defends herself: "I don't think that's true." Id.
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According to Justice Holmes, a great chasm divides the cloister from the courtroom. Here are his words:
The professor, the man of letters gives up one-half of life that his protected talent may grow and flower in peace. But to make up your mind at your peril on a living question, for purposes of action, calls upon your whole nature.'°O ne of my proudest boasts is that I am a member of the Louisiana Bar. I have experienced the crush of the arctic ice myself." I am bold in happy moments to believe that my efforts in courtsometimes up,' 2 sometimes down' 3 -counted in measuring your Distinguished Professor 2004.
The camaraderie of the Bar, the Fraternity of the Fight, has enabled me to live a whole life-a life, I make bold to say, split in two. I know of no true measure of men except the total of human energy which they embody--counting everything, with due allowance for quality, from Nansen's power to digest blubber or resist cold, up to his courage, or to Wordsworth's power to express the unutterable, or to Kant's speculative reach. The final test of this energy is battle in some form-actual war-the crush of the Arctic ice-the fight for mastery in the market or the court. Many of those who are remembered have spared themselves this supreme trial, and have fostered a faculty at the expense of their total life. It is one thing to utter a happy phrase from a protected cloister; another to think under fire-to think for action upon which great interests depend. 12. Before the United States Court of Appeals for the Fifth Circuit (Smith, Duh6 & Wiener, JJ.): United States v. State of Louisiana, 9 F.3d 1159 (5th Cir. 1993 . I served as Special Counsel for Louisiana Attorney General Richard P. Ieyoub on the rebuttal argument against the United States urging reversal. This was the Louisiana Higher Education Desegregation Case, in which the district court had dismantled the four state higher education governance boards and the Southern University Law Center, all of which we stoutly opposed in the Fifth Circuit. Held: Remedial order VACATED; summary judgment on liability REVERSED; REMANDED. Thereafter, this twenty-year old litigation was sweetly settled and Southern University Law Center continues its vital work today. Distinction in teaching lies mainly in the hearts of your students. If you give all of your might to their success-if they sense you really love them-your students will honor you with their blood, should leukemia strike you.
The other day I received a letter from Archibald Cox, my teacher at Harvard Law School. He had retired to Maine. He was in his nineties. He was of the Old School. His teaching meant much to me.
I sent him a note of thanks after thirty years' teaching myself. I have his reply in hand. I want to share a highlight of his letter with you:
I greatly appreciated your kind words for my teaching. You have probably been teaching long enough now to know that the greatest satisfaction comes to a professor from a former student's saying that one's teaching contributed. 5 In honoring me, the Louisiana Bar Foundation honors my teacher Archibald Cox. I believe he would be pleased on both accounts. Now for me, this little book was, if not a Bible, still a book of most uncommon prayer. And one speech in that collection afforded me through many weeks and many months that were full of trial and pressure great comfort and much reassurance.
And that was the talk made to the Boston Bar Association in early 1900, just after Holmes had become Chief Justice of the highest Court of Massachusetts.
[Vol. 65 1164 I found a first edition on the open stacks of our Law Library. I could tell from the circulation card inside the back cover that the book had never been checked-out. It has been in the Baier Rare Book Room at the LSU Law Center ever since.
I want to share with you the closing sentences of Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes's 1900 address to the Boston Bar Association because they so very accurately express my own feelings here tonight:
I will add but a word. We are all very near despair. The sheathing that floats us over its waves is a compound of hope, faith in the unexplainable worth and sure issue of effort, and the deep, sub-conscious content which comes from the exercise of our powers. In the words of a touching negro songSometimes I's up, sometimes I's down, Sometimes I's almost to the groun'; but these thoughts have carried me, as I hope they will carry the young men who hear me, through long years of doubt, self-distrust, and solitude. They do now, for, although it might seem that the day of trial is over, in fact it is renewed each day. The kindness which you have shown me makes me bold in happy moments to believe that the long and passionate struggle has not been quite in vain. 17 
